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Summary:
It's been a week since the vision and the tension is at an all-time high. Sexual tension, that is.

Post-burial coffincest masturbation/voyeurism with a side of scent kink.

Notes:
Content warnings: sibling incest (obviously), dubiously consensual voyeurism, dubious consent in general, unhealthy relationships, vague references to cannibalism

I was thinking about Ashley's transactional attitude towards sex and how that might change after the burial/love route vision. So, here's Ashley with a late sexual awakening and poor tormented Andrew.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
Ashley shuddered awake with her cunt throbbing and a sticky wet feeling between her thighs. Fuck. Just a dream then. And Andy wasn’t in bed with her anymore. He'd been so skittish in the week since their shared vision. Fortunately, she’d been able to convince him that he should still join her in bed when he had trouble sleeping. Unfortunately, she’d woken up every morning soaked and frustrated to an empty bed or Andy’s rapidly retreating form. At least that put her on eye level with his ass. Hate to see him go, love to watch him leave.

Ashley groaned and rolled onto her side. As she did so, a piece of paper fluttered off her face and onto the sheets. She batted at the tickling sensation, but only succeeded in smacking herself on the nose. Ouch!

Ashley grabbed the offending paper and unfolded it.

“Gone to smoke. Back soon. -Andyew”

The “r” in Andrew was a funny shape, almost as though he’d started to write a “y” and then scribbled the “r” over it. Ashley smirked.

So considerate! Leaving her a note so she wouldn’t worry. She wondered how long he’d been gone, and whether it was worth getting up to go look for him. Ashley squinted at the alarm clock, but the hands weren’t moving. Useless. She swiped it off the table and it hit the floor with a satisfying clatter.

She flopped onto her stomach and buried her face in her pillow, whining when the motion rubbed her soaked panties across her sensitive cunt. Ashley rubbed herself against the mattress a few times but it was just frustrating and unsatisfying. Why couldn’t Andy have stayed in bed with her? Then she could rub herself on his leg. She’d almost gotten off like that yesterday morning, but Andrew jumped out of bed and fled into the bathroom. Coward. He should fuck her like she knows he wants to.

Ashley groaned in frustration. She’d been wound tight all week, and touching herself hadn’t been enough. She wasn’t very good at doing it to herself. She wanted Andrew to make her feel good. Maybe that’s one thing those floozies were good for, because in that vision he certainly knew what he was doing.

Before the vision, sex hadn’t been especially interesting to her. Except when it had been Andrew having it (not having it with her). Before the vision, it had been the one thing she couldn’t give him. The reason it couldn’t be just Andy and Leyley together forever. He needed someone to fuck—his sister apparently wasn't good enough—and that had left her seething with jealousy. Then, immediately after, sex had seemed like an obvious way to keep him with her. She could give him everything he needed, no other women necessary. But now, a week later, he still hadn’t fucked her and she was burning with sexual frustration.

Before, she’d assumed sex would happen eventually, either with Andy or in exchange for food, but hadn’t given much thought to the actual physical act. The details hadn’t mattered as much as what she could get with it. But now she knew what it felt like, dreamlike though the vision was, and she wanted it again. The desire gnawed at her insides like hunger. Now that she knew how good Andrew could feel, she was starved for him. She wanted him closer, touching her, giving her what she needed. Before, she just wanted him to love her, to pay attention to her and only her. Now, she needed more. She wanted his hands on her skin, pressing and bruising. She wanted his teeth against her shoulder, biting down hard as he fucked her.

Ashley whined and gasped, pressing her face into the pillow. She pushed a hand between her legs and rubbed frantically but it still wasn’t enough. Her hand was trapped between her body and the bed and her wrist was cramping. The sheets were rough and the pillow was stiff and uncomfortable and she was hot and miserable. She punched the lumpy pillow in frustration.

Hmm…

Ashley considered the pillow…

The pillow sat motionless on the bed. Still stiff and lumpy and uncomfortable.

Ashley grabbed the pillow and shoved it between her legs. It took some squirming but she managed to squish it into a shape she could pretend was Andrew’s leg. Ashley rocked her hips experimentally. Oooooh, that was much better. She rocked again, and again, until she was panting and frantically humping the pillow. She grabbed Andy’s pillow from the other side of the bed and buried her face in it.

The pillow smelled like him. Ashley moaned as a jolt of heat burned through her. She could almost believe she had her face hidden in his sweater while she rubbed herself off on his thigh. She whined into the Andy-scented pillow. She needed him—loved him—needed him—

Fuck, fuck—

Ashley scrambled to yank down her soaked panties, rubbing her bare cunt against the pillow. The texture of the pillowcase was rough against her clit but she was so wet it felt good anyway. She whined and gasped again, inhaling deeply to surround herself with Andy’s scent. Imagined him whispering filth into her ear, then biting down on her earlobe. Pulling her closer by the hair while she rubbed frantically against his thigh. His fingers tracing over her hips, dipping teasingly between her legs. Andy smirking at her as he licked her wetness off his fingers.

“Fuck… fuck… Andy, please.”

Andy taking out his cock, lifting her up off his thigh and sliding into her soaked pussy. Ashley humped faster against the pillow—rough, but her Andy could fuck her rougher if he wanted (she wanted him to).

She whimpered again, her whole body feeling hot and shivery. “Andy—oh, fuck—“

Ashley clenched her thighs around the pillow as she came, hips bucking wildly as she moaned Andy’s name into his pillow.

…

… … ,,.,… ,,…

Fuck.

…

Ashley collapsed down onto the mattress with an exhausted moan. Her cunt was still throbbing but the rest of her felt lazy and satisfied. She grabbed a tissue to clean up the worst of the mess between her legs, then chucked it in the direction of the trash can. It missed.

She gave the pillow one last hump for good measure, enjoying the tingling aftershocks of her climax, then pulled it out from between her legs. It was… wet. Oh well.

Ashley put the pillow on Andy’s side of the bed. Something for him to enjoy later. Maybe that would finally get his head out of his ass and between her legs.

Ashley snickered and pulled the blanket up over her bare behind. As much as she wanted to give Andy a show, she was worried he’d turn around and leave again if he came back to the sight of her naked ass.

Ashley dozed off with a satisfied smile on her face. Andy was hers; he’d figure that out eventually.

Meanwhile…

Andrew twirled an unlit cigarette between his fingers, a bag from the corner store in his other hand. He’d caved and bought Ashley a new flavor of that disgusting soda she liked. He was a little disappointed in himself, but, well, it would make her smile.

He stopped at the corner of the parking lot by their motel room and lit his cigarette. Ashley better appreciate this soda. He shoved the thoughts of how she might show her appreciation into the box in the back of his mind to suffocate with the rest.

He sighed, exhaling a cloud of smoke, almost invisible against the dreary grey sky. What a week.

Traveling with Ashley had been a weird combination of intensely frustrating and surprisingly idyllic since they’d condemned their parents to a watery grave. (The ocean… and the sewer system via the marvels of digestion). Andrew took another drag from his cigarette.

No one else had tried to kill them, and they had enough money to buy food and keep traveling, but Ashley seemed to be doing her best to drive him completely off the deep end.

Shit, just this morning she’d curled up against him, making cute little whimpers as she clutched at his shoulders in her sleep. And yesterday morning… well, better for his sanity not to think about that. Anyway, he’d pulled himself out of bed and tried to watch tv, but he hadn’t been able to concentrate with her quiet breathing in the background. So, he’d come out here to smoke and hopefully clear his head.

He blamed the demon for this nonsense. He’d been handling things just fine before. Then that vision had to fuck up his careful equilibrium. And Ashley didn’t seem willing to let it go either, which sure wasn’t helping. It was a lot harder to ignore his inappropriate attraction when his little sister was rubbing herself against his—fuck, no, he wasn’t thinking about it.

Andrew’s fingertips burned hot and he dropped the cigarette in surprise. He’d gotten so wrapped up in his own head he hadn’t noticed it burning down. He stamped out the butt and stuck his fingers in his mouth.

The pain faded quickly. Disappointing. If he’d actually burnt his hand, he’d have an excuse for Ashley to touch him. She seemed to enjoy fussing over him and he wouldn’t mind giving her an excuse to play nurse. Although… nurses seemed a lot less sexy after that whole quarantine debacle. Which would be fine! Because his sister shouldn’t be sexy!

Ugh…

Andrew ran his hands over his face. He considered lighting another cigarette, but he’d probably just let it burn down again and even though they had money now he didn’t want to waste them. Maybe he would go check if Ashley was awake. He didn’t want to leave her alone in the room for too long. She’d been clingy lately.

Andrew stopped outside the motel room door, digging through his pockets for the room key. Just as he found it, he heard a groan from inside the room. Concerned, he stepped over to the window to look through the gap in the broken blinds. There was Ashley, face down on the bed, moaning into a pillow with her ass in the air. He couldn’t see what she was doing with her hands, but her hips were moving rhythmically and it was obvious what was happening. As he watched, she whined—and fuck these motel windows were thin, he could hear her like he was in the room—and twisted around to pull off her little black panties. And then he could see—

Andrew stumbled back from the window and knocked into the walkway railing. He slid down to his knees and ran his hands though his hair. He could still see Ashley through the gap in the blinds. Fuck. He covered his eyes with his hands.

He should leave. He felt dizzy. He was rock hard in his jeans and wasn’t sure he’d be able to stand. He bit his hand to muffle a moan. Fuck. He really needed to leave.

He glanced up at the window again, then quickly looked away, cheeks burning.

…

… ..,, .,.,,,,

The gap in the blinds wasn’t that big, but if he could see her, anyone else could look in and see her too…

…

Maybe he should stay here…

Just to make sure no one else comes by to perv on his sister. Yeah.

…

Andrew resolved not to look in the window again. He was staying, but he wasn’t looking. That was fine, right?

…

Well, he was also listening, and that was…

“Fuck… fuck… Andy, please.”

Andrew jolted like he’d been stabbed. He heard the rapid thrum of his heartbeat in his ears as he strained to catch any sound from inside the room. Ashley whimpered again and his cock throbbed in his jeans. It was fucking unbearable.

He looked around nervously. There was no one nearby, but he was still out in public. At least the motel was sketchy enough that there weren't any cameras. He pressed his hand against his aching cock. Even through his jeans the touch was a relief. He wasn’t going to masturbate out here, he was just relieving a little pressure.

“Andy—oh, fuck—“

Andrew’s hips bucked up involuntarily into his hand and his eyes were drawn back to the gap in the blinds. Ashley was humping faster against the bed, her pale cheeks bouncing with the motion. He wanted to dig his fingers into her flesh until it bruised, he wanted to slap her like she’d been joking about, he wanted—

Ashley moaned again, louder, and she whined his name as her hips stuttered. “A-andy… Andy!!”

Andy couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe. He pressed his hand harder against his groin to try and keep himself under control, but it was hopeless. His vision was going spotty but that didn’t stop him from seeing Ashley—from seeing his little sister—cumming her brains out while moaning his name. He pressed one hand to his mouth and the other to his aching cock as he lost the battle with his orgasm. His face flushed in humiliation and he whined into his hand as he felt a wet warmth spread across his groin. He felt amazing horrible. That wasn’t supposed to happen. Shit, he said he wasn’t going to do this.

Andrew hid his face in both hands and brought his knees up to his chest to hide his damp crotch. He stayed sitting on the ground outside the room until he heard footsteps approaching. He ignored the footsteps until they stopped next to him.

A blond man with glasses and a receding hairline peered down at him. “Hey, man, you okay?”

“Fine. Fuck off,” Andrew said, surprised by the roughness in his voice.

“Jeez, jeez, just being neighborly.” The guy held his hands up placatingly. He stepped around Andrew and unlocked the door to the neighboring motel room. He didn’t so much as glance at the gap in the blinds. Good. They were planning to stay here for a few more days and having to kill someone would be inconvenient.

Once the guy was gone, Andrew looked through the window. Ashley had pulled a blanket over herself and appeared to be asleep.

He stood up, wincing as his underwear stuck to his skin. Ugh, he needed a shower. He let himself into the room, locking the door behind him. Ashley didn’t stir. Her mouth was open and she was snoring slightly. His spent cock twitched again at the sight of her parted lips. He shoved that thought away. He wasn’t going to think about the vision, he’d fucked up enough today already.

Andrew stumbled over a pile of clothes on the floor and sighed. Well, he needed to wash his underwear anyway, so he may as well throw in a load of laundry. He certainly didn’t want Ashley seeing the mess he made in his pants. She’d never let him hear the end of it.

He scooped up various articles of clothing from around the room, ready to hold the laundry over the damp spot on his pants in case Ashley woke up, but she didn’t stir. He hesitated over the panties he’d seen her take off—not thinking about it—but grabbed those too.

He dropped the pile of laundry on the bathroom floor and stripped out of his clothes. He poured some detergent in the washer without measuring—not like he knew how much was the right amount anyway—and started tossing the clothes in. Again, he hesitated when he got to Ashley’s panties.

They were very, very wet. Probably even wetter than his own cum-soaked underwear. They were cold now, but he could imagine the slick warmth on her skin. He rubbed the wettest part of the fabric between his thumb and forefinger. If she was this soaked on her own, it probably wouldn’t take much to get her wet enough for him to slide in easily. She was probably still wet and relaxed right now, he could—

No, he wasn’t thinking about that, not matter what his rapidly hardening cock wanted.

He dropped the panties into the washing machine. His fingers were still slick with Ashley’s wetness. Without thinking, he brought them up to his face and inhaled. Fuck he loved how she smelled. He sucked the taste off his fingers then grabbed her panties again, burying his face in the fabric. He wanted to eat her out until she cried, and then fuck her until he came.

His cock throbbed between his legs. Well, he’d already come once to Ashley today, maybe he should just write the whole day off as a loss. He wrapped a hand around his cock and inhaled deeply, losing himself in her scent. His hand was dry on his cock, but the glistening wetness on Ashley’s panties gave him an idea.

The slick panties were cold against his cock at first, but quickly warmed on his overheated skin. He thrust across the slippery fabric, imagining it was the soft skin of her pussy. It was fine. It wasn’t real. He was just going to get himself off and then forget that any of this ever happened. Yeah right.

His hand sped up as he rubbed Ashley’s wetness over his cock. He brought his other hand back up to his face to breathe in her scent. It was horribly addicting. He thought about Ashley rubbing herself through her panties, getting them nice and wet for him to use. About her wearing this pair again tomorrow, not knowing what he’d done with them. The image felt like a punch to the gut. Maybe she’d get them wet for him again, maybe he could rub his cock against them while she was still wearing them—

His climax took him by surprise for a second time and he doubled over gasping. This was worse than being a teenager again, what was she doing to him? He brought the panties back up to his nose and inhaled again. The mixture of their scents made him dizzy with arousal. His cock, limp and oversensitive from coming twice in the last half hour, twitched pathetically between his legs.

He stood there breathing deeply for several minutes, his mind blank with pleasure. Then he threw the panties back into the washer and slammed the lid shut. He’d start the wash cycle after he took a shower.

That night, Ashley laid on the edge of sleep when Andrew slipped into the bed beside her. She wasn’t sure why he bothered with the pretense of trying to sleep in his own bed, he hadn’t even taken a pillow when he laid down. Speaking of…

Ashley rolled over to face him, covering her mouth to hide her grin. Wouldn’t want to give the game away too quickly. She watched as Andrew shuffled under the covers and pulled a pillow, her pillow, towards him.

“Goodnight, Andy.”

Interestingly, instead of complaining about the nickname, he looked away, his cheeks a little pink. “Goodnight, Ashley.”

Fascinating. Ashley watched closely as he laid his head on the pillow and inhaled slowly. His eyes snapped open and flush on his cheeks darkened to a violent red.

“I, uh… I—bathroom!”

Andrew bolted out of the room and slammed the door behind him. Ashley grinned. Got him.